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In my studio I lead a rich fantasy life. I am excited and enchanted by the interplay
of color, pattern, and texture in a variety of mediums — but always involving paper,
most often, paper I’ve handmade. I look to the natural world for inspiration in my work.
Approaching the work as a scientist or naturalist might, I observe, hypothesize, and run
experiments. Then I interpret and process my findings. I consider creative play and
intuitive investigation into materials hallmarks of my practice.
When I watch documentaries about sea life, or read about the discoveries of
marine scientists, I feel a stab of longing. I want to be there; I want to see and touch
everything. To a doubly-landlocked person like myself, the ocean is a fantasy. The
symbiotic nature of the world is a theme I return to in my work. A fantasy in which
glowing, floating, magical beings exist. Where organisms (such as siphonophores) come
together to form an entity that works as one to hunt, kill, and eat other fascinating
creatures. The fantasticality of science in general is an endless well of possibility from
which I draw inspiration.
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I’ve only seen the ocean a handful of times, and never truly had the chance to
spend time with it. Only once was I immersed in the waters, and I had the barrier of a
wetsuit to protect me from the Pacific chill. I’ve never felt warm ocean currents on my
skin or had the chance to dive deep and behold the secrets of sea life. With my eyes
closed, I can imagine the bright, glittering surface of the water blinding me. I ride waves
as big as skyscrapers, and just as suddenly, I behold the darkness of the depths as I am
swallowed whole.
Having lived on prairie land my entire life, I love the vast views, open sky, and
the sound of tallgrass swishing in the wind; freshwater lakes with massive veils of
duckweed floating on the surface that divide at every sweep of my kayak paddle. I
observe the yearly migration of the Sandhill Crane, now a vestige of their prehistoric
bodies, flying through the cold March sky.
The prairie makes me think of new beginnings, and also lessons in hardship.
Harsh wind; bitter cold; hot sun; the late summer drone of cicadas. I’ve heard the ocean
air described as salty, but I can’t imagine air having that quality. Nebraska air tastes like
nothing. Or maybe it tastes a little like dust.
In my studio I lead a rich fantasy life. I am excited and enchanted by the interplay
of color, pattern, and texture in a variety of mediums — but always involving paper,
most often, paper I’ve handmade. I look to the natural world for inspiration in my work.
Approaching the work as a scientist or naturalist might, I observe, hypothesize, and run
experiments. Then I interpret and process my findings. I consider creative play and
intuitive investigation into materials hallmarks of my practice.
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When I watch documentaries about sea life, or read about the discoveries of
marine scientists, I feel a stab of longing. I want to be there; I want to see and touch
everything. To a doubly-landlocked person like myself, the ocean is a fantasy. The
symbiotic nature of the world is a theme I return to in my work. A fantasy in which
glowing, floating, magical beings exist. Where organisms (such as siphonophores) come
together to form an entity that works as one to hunt, kill, and eat other fascinating
creatures. The fantasticality of science in general is an endless well of possibility from
which I draw inspiration.
In my piece Wallow, I was thinking about the buffalo wallows1 scattered
throughout the prairie, that you can barely see now, but that still remain. I like the
double entendre in the word wallow: to roll around in dirt, or to revel in a feeling, be it
joy or sorrow. I often feel like I am wallowing in hopelessness about the world, my
studio a place to escape. Though I make compulsively and obsessively, I don’t often feel
attached to any particular piece. I feel like every work is in a state of transformation,
waiting for its next life.
In Wallow, I have meticulously shredded old paintings, prints, drawings and
poorly formed paper sheets. These strips are grass-like in nature (though not

1

Buffalo wallows are indentations formed in the prairie from heavy rains. Over time the depressions in
the ground become tightly packed from water absorbing into the deep cracks in the dry soil. The
wandering bison are desperate to shed their heavy coat in the hot summer, and without any trees around
to rub up against, they would roll around in these holes which would further widen and impact the earth.
The bison also wallowed to coat their bodies in dirt to deter flies, and they would leave behind their scent
as well. The wallows would often fill with water after rain and become a drinking hole for many animals,
and become its own ecosystem over time. You can still see the remnants of wallows in the prairie if you
look hard enough. Buffalo are not the only animals to wallow in the dirt, hogs and goats are other
common examples of animals that wallow.
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neccessarily appearance). I made a mound of the paper and physically rolled around in it
to create a depression. Through this action of wallowing in artistic “failures,” I hope to
shed parts of myself: the worry about things beyond my control, self-doubt, and
possibly some of my own dry skin and hairs.
By making my own paper, I am able to experiment endlessly with variables such
as: which fiber I use, color, thickness, texture, and whether or not I include images
through pulp-painting. The natural origins of the fibers (abaca, flax, hemp, kozo) reflect
my love for nature. Papermaking is a highly repetitive craft. Finding comfort in
repetition, I feel connected to the past and a lineage of women before me, engaged and
engrossed in their work.
Repetition has always felt very connected to time and presence to me. Sitting
down to work on a paper cutting, or fastidiously gluing strips of paper to a larger piece, I
am able to slow down and connect with my material in a measured manner, which is
very different from the times I am painting or drawing a specific feeling or experience I
have had in nature.
In The Maker and Her Oddments, I have taken many of my old paintings, prints,
drawings, and scraps from other projects—which were no longer of much use to me—
and cut them into rectangles. I began gluing the scraps in rows onto a 16 ½ foot roll of
mulberry paper as a way to start each studio day, an exercise akin to stretching before a
challenging workout. It felt good to sit down and know exactly what I was working on,
and I enjoyed watching the piece grow larger and larger, and my bucket of scraps
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smaller and smaller. Then I would set the piece aside and get to work on other things in
the studio.
The repetition inherent in my work doesn’t feel mindless to me. When I am
engrossed in tasks some deem monotonous, I can practice attention and being present,
alternatively, I can explore my subconscious and allow the task at hand to inspire other
compositions. The act of working on The Maker and Her Oddments isn’t much different
from a hike in familiar woods to me. As I go along, I stop frequently and study the fungi,
flowers, or tree bark I come upon and think of their transformation over time. As I rifle
through scraps for the work, I see my personal history reflected in each piece. The
transformation of a work of art into something new is exhilarating to me. Yes, at times it
does feel obsessive and addictive. I am moved by acts of endurance, patience, and
discipline—all of which are required for making the accumulative pieces I want to see in
the world.
I save every scrap of paper I cut. I learned the difference between saving and
collecting from my father, a woodworker and self-described “tinkerer.” My dad didn’t
want to become a pack rat and amass boxes of antique doorknobs (though he has), but
he saved things like that for the purpose of utilization—for anyone who is in need of
them—he is radically generous with the items he has saved from going to the landfill. If
someone was returning their craftsman style home to its original form, Dad would be
delighted to outfit their doors with the proper hinges and doorknobs he’d scavenged.
The waste in our society and overconsumption of goods has always left a bad taste in his
mouth and he has ingrained that distaste into my brother and me.
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Adapting this practice in my own studio, I have amassed boxes full of hand-cut
paper tangles and assemblages of cut and painted fragments with no dedicated home
for them—until one presents itself in the manifestation of future works.
I am captivated by the variety found within all flora and fauna, as well as the
relationships between animals and their environment. I am curious about cause and
effect in the natural world. Everything is connected, for better and for worse. In my
piece The Tune Without the Words (in reference to Emily Dickinson’s poem, “Hope is the
Thing With Feathers”2), I was feeling very hopeless after watching documentaries about
coral bleaching3 and I wanted to make a piece inspired by the terrible beauty present in
the contrast of life and death.
The Tune Without the Words is a work of pattern-play, in which I didn’t want to
represent coral directly, but rather ambiguously, with a shift from vibrant and
stimulating pieces full of life, to cold, yet elegant, white as they move across the space. I
like the fact that the patterned shapes can reference coral, feathers, or fish scales at the

2

“Hope” is the thing with feathers That perches in the soul And sings the tune without the words And never stops - at all And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard And sore must be the storm That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm I’ve heard it in the chillest land And on the strangest Sea Yet - never - in Extremity,
It asked a crumb - of me.
3

Massive coral death caused by a temperature rise in oceans due to global warming
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same time. The ambiguity leads to universality (we have a lot to save on this planet).
The movement of the piece could be the wind blowing, or water currents pushing and
pulling these mysterious beings.
There are arguments to be made that humans are nature. There is no
separation, no line we can draw between things. We share many biological processes
with animals. Like a snake, we shed skin and regrow it regularly. It just happens that
many of the byproducts of being human harm our environment. I have internalized a lot
of guilt about how my own actions (every single day) affect the Earth and its many
inhabitants. I consider my work and obsessive making a product, in part, of my anxiety
and feelings of helplessness about climate change and the disastrous impact humans
have had on the Earth. I hope that it is a channeling of my energy and labor into
something beautiful and unique. I want the byproducts of my existence to be joyfully
experienced. I want to inspire the viewer to pay close attention to the natural world
around them, to be curious, to revel in the wonder of being a part of it all.
The land I call home, Nebraska, the traditional land of the Sioux, Pawnee, and
Otoe-Missouria Tribes, where my English ancestors eventually settled, was once an
inland sea—home to sharks, plesiosaurs and mosasaurs. The salt marsh that borders
Lincoln, Nebraska, and others like it, is threatened by our urban sprawl. These precious
marine connections require safeguarding. That ancient salt remains in our soil, creek
beds and marshes. That salt remains in our bones.
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